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him. The temperature of the water was pleasantly
cool and refreshing. Bernardine was in his
element.
" Quite delightful, Jordeyne," he shouted, in the
middle of a somersault. But Jordeyne's attention
was wholly distracted. His eyes were focussed
intently on the stretch of water to their right. It
was from that direction, he knew, that sharks came
into the calm but deep regions inside the reef.
Reassuring himself that the monsters were absent
on this occasion, he swam out a short distance
from the reef and looked around to see Bernardine
following him with increasing zeal. For ten
minutes they disported themselves in those in-
calculable depths. Then Jordeyne led the way
back to the reef. The level surface of the water
was everywhere still unbroken. The utmost tran-
quillity reigned outside the line of white foam.
Only a sea-mew's cry, and the boom of the breakers,,
disturbed the silence of the night.
"The best dip I've had for years," exclaimed
Bernardine heartily, reaching for a towel in the
prahu. "I must remember this spot. The padd-
ling alone will soon get me into condition."
Wraith-like in the moonbeams, they entered the
prahu and returned placidly to the island.
*                 *                 *
THE following night, when makan was over, they
again sat smoking in the verandah porch. A
transient breeze from seaward soughed in the
casuarinas bordering the bungalow steps. The
calm monotony of the hour was relieved by its.